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  The Great Bicycle Race


  Master Copperwaite burst into the dusty workshop scattering puffs of soot into the small workshop kept warm by the fire in the coal-fueled smelter in one corner of the room. "Phillip! Why aren't you working? You know we have to finish the steam cycle for the Crown Prince today." The heavy door bumped the edge of the worktable running the length of one wall. The solid oak door separated the customer reception of The Copperwaite Bicycle Emporium (est. 1788) from the workshop where Phillip created the magic. Literally.


  The sudden intrusion startled Phillip out of his daydreaming. He'd been watching the comings and goings of everyday life from the workshop window facing busy Covent Road.


  The road was busy with the horse drawn carriages driven by men with top hats the color of coal dust, the sidewalks teamed with unescorted ladies with their intricate hairdos flowing from beneath bonnets of all shapes, colors, and sizes, and their billowing spring dresses were decorated with multi-colored ribbons. Now that they enjoyed the vote women had become free to walk the streets without the company of a male companion.


  Phillip approved of the new Victorian woman; many of his sex did not. Including Mr. Copperwaite. No doubt his daughter Penny's liberal attitude irked her father's old ways.


  Life in London went by this window every day while Phillip Host toiled in the shop building bicycles. Sometimes he just had to stop to enjoy his newfound home.


  Normally rainy, London had given way to spring, bright sunshine encouraging new life in Her Royal Highnesses kingdom. High overhead a magnificent azure sky, dotted with puffy white clouds reminding him of fluffy cotton candy sold during the summer fair, added to the beauty of the day. His mouth watered at the memory of the sweet treat. But duty called shoving from his mind all other considerations.


  I have a job to do; the Empire is depending on me.


  Phillip stared back unable to comprehend Mr. Copperwaite's words, his fleshy, round face was as red as a summer apple. He glared at Phillip with hazel-gray eyes so intense it sent a tremor of fear through him. His employer could be a scary man.


  Did he say we needed to finish a bicycle? He must mean me, there is no we in bicycle. "Sorry, Master Copperwaite, I will have the bicycle ready on time as promised."


  Mr. Copperwaite is a middle-aged man with wide, snow-white sideburns. At the shop he always wears a knee length leather apron covering his gray work shirt and matching pants. A pair of riding goggles with darkened lenses sat high on his forehead the strap tight about his mostly bald scalp. No doubt he'd been demonstrating the latest model steam cycle Phillip built to a customer.


  He emitted a grunt of disapproval then slammed the door leaving Phillip alone once again.


  Six months after arriving in London, Phillip Host, alchemist and inventor, built the first nuclear fusion steam driven cycle designed to travel faster than a horse drawn carriage at full gallop. The new technology made Copperwaite's small shop busier, and Phillips new designs in higher demand, than in the history of the family owned business.
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